Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
There were tears. "Stop that!" Seeing he had no use
for them, she smiled.
"Ah ga! That is better. Of course, you are lying. But
how do I know? Eh bien! I must forgive you, little one.
And we must patch things up."
He took a chestnut tress, fine as spun silk, in his hand.
"And I could have loved you so! Still, we must not talk
of that. But give me no cause again. No miserable fops
and wagging tongues!" Then, mournfully, he added, "We
shall patch things up."
The old century meantime was dying. With the new,
Josephine turned over a leaf.
News of the reconciliation reached in due course the
house on the rue Rocher. The girls were furious, but Le-
tizia said nothing, except once to Fesch:
"United again! What difference can that make except
to avert scandal? He unlocked his heart to her; she locked
hers up. And there is the trouble. Now he will retire but
the further within himself and draw the bars. This incor-
rigible self-reliance of his will ruin him."